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For great to us-ward ever are                               1650

His loving-kindnesses; His truth endures for evermore:

The Lord 0 do ye bless.

Bewildered souls they must have been, for their Lord had strangely forsaken them; Ehud had duly descended from the mountain of Ephraim, but the Moabites had falsified the promise of the text. Three thousand Scots were slain, and not more than a score or so of English; ten thousand prisoners were taken, two hundred colours, and the whole of the Scottish baggage and artillery. The wounded among the prisoners were released, but 5000 were dispatched to Haselrig in the south, where some died of fever and dysentery, some were sent to the salt-pans or made to teach the Northumbrians how to weave linen cloth, and the rest were shipped to America.1

Leslie was safe in Edinburgh by nine o'clock. Leven, now an old man of seventy, straggled in about two. But, if we may trust an English news-letter, the capital received tidings of the battle in a more dramatic form. A certain Mr Haig was conducting the daily service, and in his sermon promised his hearers a glorious victory, and rhapsodized over the destruction of the sectaries now in progress. . . , Suddenly he faltered. The eyes of all turned to the door, where stood one of Leslie's troopers, ashen white and swaying with fatigue. Minister and congregation knew the truth.2

1  The sending of the Duniiar prisoners beyond the Atlantic led to the establishment of the Scots Charitable Society of Boston, the earliest Scottish society in America.  Some of them founded distinguished families; a MacLachlan, for example, was the progenitor of the Claflins, who gave a governor to Massachusetts and became eminent merchants in New York,

2  The authorities for Dunbar are those cited in note 3 on p, 371.  I am indebted to Sir Charles Firth's article in Trans, of E, E. 8,, XIV. (1900), which contains a full bibliography, and Payne Fisher's plan of the battle from the Bodleian*